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N the early part of last summer my
[ old friend Billie Rawson, a retired

member of the secret service. and
i took a vacation together. He was
tired and so was I, and to satisfy our
respective needs for sleep and rest we
sought out 2 retired spot on the Maine
coast known generally only to its own
inhabitants, tu a few artists who found
is rocky coast line an infimite va.
rietv of material for the exploitation of

m

their brushes and senge of color, and to
the favored few sojourners at its hotel,
a small wooden structure accommodat-
ing twenty people at most and bearing
the appropriate name of the Fairview
The chief industries of the town were
fishing and varn spinning—the latter
not the work of women with a loom or
wheel, but of the fishers as they congre-
the vil-
1 had
happened upon it a few years before
when [ had gome thither as a reporter
on a Boston newspaper to get the story
of a wreek that had occurred there in
which there was a considerable loss of
e Its on had appealed to my
accasional desire for getting away from
the things of the hurly-burly world, and
the plight of its peo they were
wretchedly 1 he most
necessities—had

g2ted on stormy altermoons at

lage store to swap experiences.

150

le—for
; for
on each other’s
made an equally strong appeal to my
sympathies.
ing them as a whole, posses<ed of no lit-|
tle natural humor, as the yarns they
told attested; proverbially honest, but
for the most part weighed down by their
possessions in land, much of which had
been mortgaged to astute land boomers
who had visions of a great future for
the coast-lying stretches and who were
enly too ready to loan money on those
scemingly barren acres in the hope, not
infrequently realized, of some day be-
coming the owners thereof through
foreclpsure proceedings. 1 felt sure
that two or three weeks spent in the at-
mosphere of Oakum Point would suf-.
fice to put both Rawson and myself |
again upon our feet.

“You don't have to woo sleep there,
Billie,” 1 said to him. “Insomnia at
Oakom Point is as rare as icicles at
Panama *

“Oakum Point for me,” was Rawson's |
laconic response, and as a result two
weeks later we were established bag!
and haggage at the Fairview. At the|
time of our arrival, besides the landlord
ckled-faced boy
who represented the “help,” there were
only three other qggupants of the hnu:c.|
all of them artists resolved to be on the
scene carly before the dust of summer
1 served to dull the luster of the|

freshness the land and sea-|

part

hey were a fine lot, tak-

and his wife and the fr

of

Walter Berrien, the famous :‘nlrin:‘
painter, was one of them; one of his|
young fellow|
second, and
d spinster.

pupils—a fresh, breezy

named Willonson—was t
a middle-a

e
et

and Wilkinson
Horncas-
to us. In
ive al break-

we

er

saiw her

even then we had to get down
. She | a way of start-

. 1 ' im-
i!lgl

stool—

f her art—paint box, f
and ihree-legged canvas
jor all we saw of her again during

th
have swallowed

For

the day the ea or the sea might as

well her

myicil my the lady !
the second or third day, but
£ th Rawsan. Ar sight
of her my companion was so visibly im-
pressed that I rather rallied him upon
the subject. Rawson as a rule took so|
littie interest in women that

me to observe

anteres: n

n

it amused |
furtive glances in her
direction upon the few occasions when
the lady was in evidence. |
“Into all lives some rain must fall,” I
warbled subtly. *“What's up, Rawson?
Has that granite heart of yours been
finally drilled, blasted, and the poor rem-
pants driven sky high into the empy-
|

*What you talking sbout?” he re-
“Don’t lose your heart, Billie” said |
1. “She's plain as they make ‘em and I|
don't homestly think she could either|
make you happy or support vou in the
stvle to wh
“Who?3" with :l
frown ;
“Miss Horncastle,” I replied :
“Go to the devil!” laughed Rauson,{.
*1 left my heart in my safe deposit box |
at No fear of i1tz being <hip-

f Maine.”

h you are accustomed.”
growled Rawson,

heme

wrecked on the coast o
He paused a moment. i
“Don’t repeat that joke, Jenkins,” hel

said gravely. “Especially in the pres-|

ence of Berrien and Wilkinson. I have

a particular reason for it.”

Of course 1 promised, but it purzled

me nevertheless to observe that Raw-

| “D’'pends on who they be.”
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The Case of ILzekiel Rivers

son's interest in the woman rather in-
creased than diminished.  After the fifth
morning he began to rise carly and'to
station himself at the window in order

to watch her departure, and once 1
caught him following her progress down

the road toward the fishermen's huts
with his fieldglasses, There was that in
his face at the moment that forbade the
fippant remark 1 was about to make
when 1 took in what he was doing, so 1
merely contented myself with the gen-
eral inquiry:

“Any big vessels in sight?” :

“No." said Rawson, “but it's wonder-|
il how clear the air is today. I can see
the rounding of Cape Mousam as plainly
as though it were fifty feet away .

I indulged in an inward chuckle
“Cape Mousam indeed!” 1 thought
“More likely it's Horncastle Point.”

“] feel like a walk,” said Rawson, an
hour or two later. “These fithermen
interest me hugely, Jenkms. Let's go
down to the cove and pay our respects.”

“Better wait till this afternoon,” said
I. “They're probably all out on the
briny. They start about 4 in the momn-
ing and come in at two." _

“Oh, well—let's go down anyhow
said Rawson. “We might fall in with
some of them. They don't all fish all
the time, do they?

“Pretty nearly,” said I. Neverthcless
I fell in with his plans, as usual, and 2
little while later we found ourselves
among the group of weatherbeaten
hovels in which the men”Wwho go down
into the sea have their homes. With the
usual Rawson luck, we found one of
them in, a certain Ezekiel Rivers, a man
whose externals were as weatherbeaten
as his house and whose inner self seem-
ed as inscrutable as the ways of the
vast ocean from whose depths he wrung
his precarious livelihood He was sit-
ting in his doorway mending a net.

*“Good morning,” said Rawson, pans-
ing before him and gazing out upon the
sea.

“Mormin',” was the laconic response.

“Fine day,” said Rawson

“Yes,” Rivers. “Pretty likely
mornin'.”

“Fishing good 7 asked Rawson.

“Hain't tried it this mommin'”

said

said

“How shall the duty be paid? she asked in a hoarse whisper.

staying out all day
get a taste i until ¢ or 1o o'clock
and then come back. Eb, Jenkins >
“That suits me.” said |
“All right.” said Rivers
to take you and it ain't for me
time o life 10 b backin' out

anyvhow. We'll just

of

“1 promised
gin
bargams.”

The

wunding airily
dory, and it was ind
6

and | managed

over

30 we were |
mackere]
RJ'.\"

suc-

a few
and cod with ne
som,

uity
on the other hand, was not 2

cess at fishing He seemed abstracted

and I doubt if he had had a nibble from
a whale he weauld have known it. Every-
thing went uvneventinlly

hen we were |

“Ahoy

standing,

oursell, retur

SEt exhr
mnto his face.
“What's the d waord
voice an the vessel
“Ducks.” reta
me, whereu
began to take notice
“Whar's th
called the ma

“Nothin'

e mnews from

Cner, 1
o1 come from ™
"There be,” said Rivers
“Well, sa;

I got a bunch o' letters here 1 for

want to do me a favor?

i1 up ar Portland

or me

will ¥

for « snme dav,'

the schooner passed ©
said  Rivers.

fellers seem to take me for the

n "

tree delivery,” he chuckled

Rivers. “Guess it's about the same as

These pesky dogfish most

gits
I was just about to begin on a story

“1 wonder if you ever take people out " 3 week-old newspaper designed 1o

" vouchsafed Rawson.
and sometimes |
was the noncommittal response.

chow how deeg a certain bilhonaire

i
T had wronged the State of lowas when a
temporary diversipn was afforded us by
the ringing of the telephone bell 1t had
not happened hefi t I was aware
of, and breaking in
stillness of the it naturally at-
tracted more than the usual attention.
“Hello,”
down the
“Tf ye'd What ?
think about it. Tell Telegraph Catnpany at Mousam. ®* - ®
“we don't set Miss
fellers
up paint us an’
our houses, an' oor rocks, an' I haven't
seen a nickel comin’ my way from the tis table
dod.gasted 'em. Dot gianced at
fair. We the land, he held his cigar with
We pays taxes and

“How about my friend and me?” re
n) - b
1sked Rawson. nly wpon the

“Be you artists or hoarders?” queried
wers ]
“We're

office,

R

taking
this ?

the proprietor,
“Who

boarders.” hed Rawson. said
receiver 15

'l take

* ** Oh—the Postal Union

Rivers

T

1 got at. *
Horncastle ?

* * Telegram for

Want a

1
the truth, &k

Yes. She's here.

much store

get my pencil.”
ord left the phone and went
a pad and pencil 1
Rawson, that
th a firm grip be-
tween his teeth, and although he ap-
peared to be studying 3 railroad map |
could tell from his expression that his
mind was intent upon something else.
“Billie—" T began.

They come here and

for

hull crew  of and ohserved

seem exactly own
and they paint jn.
interest money, but they gits all that's
ever raised from York to Portland
"Tain"t ekilized enough.”

“When will you take us out?” asked |
Rawson. - | “Shut up!” he growled, in a gutteral

“Oh, most any time—when I'm goin'" whisper, C
said Rivers. "I cant do it for nothin’,
though.”

“Naturally not,”
be enly too glad to pay.
tax >

Rivers scratched his grizzled beard-
for a moment before answering.

"All right—go ahead,” said the land-
lord returnming to the phone. “From
“We'll Portland, Maine. Yes. I've got that.
What's the = » » What's that? * * * Tomorrow?
* ® * Tomorrow what? * * * . Ducks?
That's a queer message. Only just to-
morrow ducks? * * * All right. What's
signed to it? * * * Nothing? That's
funny, too. All right. I'll send it up.
You're sure it's jdst tomorrow ducks
and no signature? ** * Good. That's
a short telegram when you can send ten
words for 65 cents, eh, Jim? * * * Ha—
That's true. Some people ain't
alive to their chances, he they? Good-
by.”

Our host departed for the upper re-
gions to deliver the message to Miss
Horncastle, and on his returm Rawson
offered him a cigar, which he accepted
with a smile of pleasure

said Rawson.

“I'm aifeared,” he said finally, ~IN
have to charge ye¢ a quarter apiece.
But,” he added hastily as if in fear that
the total sum loomed too large in our

minds, “I'll sopply ve with bait

an
tackle”

Rawson and I upon consultation de-
cided that the price was a reasonable
one, and the bargain was consummated.

The day following was very wet and
we afl of stayed indoors, Miss
orncastle did not appear at all, pre-
ferring to remain qunetly in her room,
ipoarently.
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1 *What <ort of a chap is Ezekiel Riv-

ers, Mr. Burrows?®" asked Rawson as

the latrer lit the cigar
“Oh—he's a good sort,™
| “Evervhody likes Zeke. He's had pret-
bty hard Juck here in hiv day. Used 1o
0 part of coast, but he
his family, an’ he had
Takes all he

said Burrows.

VAT |
sickness

in
to mortgage most of it
can earn payin’ interest.”

“No foreclosure proceedings, 1 hope,”
Hawson
“Well. we've been ex-
or other Ezekiel
fixed up the last one,” said the landlord.
"Where be ever raised the money 1
don't know, but, by Jinge, last month
when old Barnes—he's head of a land
promotin’ vour
way—came up here from New York to
sell him out, Zcke planked down his
2000 and cleaned the thing up. He
must "a’ had more in his stockin’ than
we had any idee on. Still everybody
was glad—except old Barnes. He was
mad as a hornet. He'd had his eye on
the rock pasture for a summer hotel an’
he'd "a’ got it dirt cheap for $2,000"

“I liked Rivers, too,” said Rawson. "I
met him the other day and took a decid-
ed intere<t in him. He's going to take
us out with him tomorrow.”

that’s what

ut somehow

company from down

After lunch—or rather dinner, always

a mudday function at Oakum Point,
Rawson proposed another visit to Riv-
ers.

"We must arrange for tomorrow,” he
said.

*Why tomorrow?" [ asked, not be-|

cause I had any objection to the time,
but for the reason that 1 was now pret-
ty sure that Rawsom had stumbled with
' his wsual luck upon something interest-
ing and | was consumed with curiosity
to know what was up.

“The tide will be favorable for—well,
for fishing,” said Rawson. “We're go-
ing to make a haul tomorrow, Jenkins,”
he added significantly.

me toa 1.

we'd better he 2

late for

We !
w ‘fll’" 1
on
two m guick suc-

.I'i
! curs-
heard

the door

and

raps
Rivers sprang o his feet and rushed

to the door. On ape z 1t he disclosed
T
1

f N Homcast!
she ashed.
*No,” “1 have
“Well, don't let me disturb yvou.” said
she. "I just came to tell you. It's to-
morrow.”
“Tomorrow?" gasped Rivers.
“Why—-" ifbur, of P
“There must be no whys about it, or
buts, or ifs,” camé the
sharply. *T
“All right.
“Only I—"

1% e

he answered " his table
"‘l'\h mean ="
wivering hke an aspen leaf.
“l want that packet

from

-what do vonu

of letters thrown

the schooner William B.

rtland, please,” said Raw-
WOoman's voice
morrow or not at all”
said Rivers hoarsely
“Will you go,
ed Miss Hornca
“Of course

won't you?" demand-

said Rivers.
“Very well. That's decided on. You
must not fail. The word is ducks. Don't
forget.” And with that she departed.
The grim smile on Rawson's face
faded away letely Rivers re-
turned. The latter looked very much
disturbed |
“I don't know if ] can take ye to-|
morrow,” he “I—er—1 promised |
to—to set for Miss
Horncastle sbout noon.”
“Fine,” said Rawson. “That will suit
T. Fact s, 1 didn't care about

I'll go™
thing
The ©
| Rawson
hands.
fastened

g as

paper covering, a pasteboard

box, which apo r opened revealed

or

value certainly not less than $7g
“Do mean: 1o tell

didn’t know wi

demanded Rawson,

two three handiuls of pearls of a

sand N0,

for my pictare you at

you

“I—I wanted to save my

groaned the unhappy fishtrman “She—
[—1 was offered $2.500 if I wonld meet
the Wilbur and bring a package ashore.
No,” he shouted, “l didn't know what
was in that package!”

“Well, you knew that $23500 wasn’t
a fair price for~delivering that package
into the hands of Miss Horncastle,”
said Rawson

“Yes—I knew,” said the fisherman.

“And you knew she was part of a
New York syndicate that gets stuff
in from foreign parts in this way?>
Rawson went on. '

*Well—yes

“But | didn't want ¢

its

rowled Rivers
lose my land. It's
father's and my.
vince anyhody owned

I knew,”

heen mine and

grandfather’s

it and—"
The old fe

huried

ever

face
m into a
storm of weeping
“Well and good.”
: }
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me

to lest
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sail  Rawson,

ncastic '-'T' minute I L-Ai'i
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